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it would be cool and those terrible down currents that
you get in the hills would not have formed. So we
drove back to Mount Scopus and had lunch.

Embry and I and three men were the only people
now left. In the afternoon Burke took Embry and
me into Jerusalem. We saw a lot of American tourists
in horn-rimmed spectacles. Jerusalem is a weird mix-
ture. A good deal cleaner than Baghdad, and in many
ways than Cairo; and mostly grey stone, which, if it
were not for the Eastern architecture, would give it a
curiously Western smack. Some of the shops were
extraordinarily well appointed. A good Kodak shop,
and some quite decent drapers, with good-looking silk
stockings in the windows. There are some very im-
pressive buildings, massive and old. The tomb of
David is a colossal mass, rising up high like a great
fort* There were many signs of previous Turkish
occupation and stars and crescents*

We wandered about in the narrow streets, up and
down hills, which reminded me of Clovelly in a funny
way; and what struck me most was that every other
shop was a carpenter's shop, with an open front and
the resinous smell of cut wood which is so dear to my
nostrils, and the sharp stimulating sounds of planing
and sawing. We then found various boys chasing us,
wanting to show us things; and finally one of them
collared us and took us to the Church of the Holy
Sepulchre, which is about six churches in one with
six sects: Russian, Greek, Coptic, Roman Catholic,
and I do not know what. Sometimes a scrap starts
and they belabour one another with sticks in the chwck.
There is a kind of central round nave, rather like tfcat
of the Temple Church in London, only bigger, under